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l Among the Fiction Writers

-THE FORTILNES OF OLIVER HORN.

Nothing more enjoyable than this book
of Mr. F. Hopkinson Smith has appeared
in the flood of fiction that bids fair to
make the year 192 memorable in literary
history. ‘The story scems to be the cul-
mination of the author's power, and here's
wishing that same power may never wane.
As a delineator character, Mr. 8Smith
need take a back seat in the presence of
none of the modern novelists, as witness
dellghtful characterizations of Richard
Horn, the courtly Southern gentleman and
fnventor; his lovable, though truly aristo-
eratic wife; his son, hero of the
tale and a veritable nineteenth century
Chevaller Bayvard: the three wonderful mu-
picians, Nathan Gill, fiutist, Max Unger,
Peelllst, and Richard Horn, who was also a
master violinist. To read of the eveéenings
gt the Horn mansion in Kennedy square,
when tempting viands and rare vintages
were served with ante-bellum negro deft-
ness by old Malachl, and entrancing music
was played by Horn, Gilli and Unger, fair-
Iy makes one long to be in the midst of
such a scene. There Is not & dull line in
all the five hundred and odd pages in the
book. The thread of the story runs for a
brief interval through the strife and pain
and terror of the civil war, but the author
passes over this unpleasant business with
rare ease and consideration for the preju-
dices of both sides.

Mr. Smith cannot, however, forbear
Mtouching up™ the Southern people a trifle
on some of their cherished notions. For
fnstance, note the clever retort to Judge
Bowman, made by Amos Cobb, a shrewd
Vermont Yankee who had succeeded in
gaining a foothold among these aristocrats
below the Mason and Dixon line only
through his marriage with one of their
daughters. “You Northern men,"” remarked
Judge Bowman, 1 know, don't belleve in
blood. We do down here. This young
man (referring to Oliver Horn) comes of a
line of ancestors that have reflected great
credit on our State for more than a hun-
dred years, and he is bound to make his
mark. His grandfather on his mother's
side was our chief justice in 1810, and his
great-grandfather was—"'

“That's just what's the matter with most
®f you Southerners, judge,” Interrupted
Cobb, his black eyes snapping. *“You think
more of blood than you do of brains, We
rate a man on Northern soll by what he
goes himself, not what a bundle of bones
fn some family burying-ground did for him
Pefore he was born.”

The joy that comes to a painter when
success crowns his efforts is thus beauti-
fully described in the book:

“Yes, there may be triumphs that come
20 men digging away on the dull highway
of life—triumphs in business, in politics, in
discovery, in law, medicine and sclence.
Mo each and every profession and pursuit
there must come, and does come, a time
Wwhen a rush of wuncontrollable feeling
surges through the victor’'s soul, crowning
Jong hours of work, but they are as dry
eshes to a thirsty man compared to the
boundless ecstasy a painter feels when,
with a becaked palette, some half-dried
tubes of color and a few worn-out, ragged
brushes, he compels a six-by-nine canvas
o glow with life and truth.” .

Here is another delicate bit of pastel,
taken at random from many found in the
book:

“A four hours' sketch handled as Watson
has handled this,” sald Oliver, thoughtfully,
“is better than four years’ work on one of
your Hudson rivery things. The sun doesn’t
stand still long enough for a man to get
more than an expression of what he sees—
ghat is, If he's after truth. The angle of
shadow changes too quickly, and so do the
reflected lights.”

“What's the matter with the next day?"
burst out Waller. “Can’'t you take up your
eketch where you left off? You talk as if
every great picture had to be painted be-
fore luncheon."”

““But there is no next day,” interrupted
Watson. “I entirely agree with Horn.”
He had been listening to the discussion with
silent interest. ‘““No next day like the one
on which you began your canvas. The sky
§s different—gray, blue or full of fleecy,
sunny clouds. Your shadows are more pur-
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~ ple, or blue or gray, depending on your sky

overhead, and so are your reflections. If
you go on and try to piece out your sketch
Jou make an almanac out of it—not a por-
trait of what you saw. I can pick out the
Mondays, Tuesdays and Wednesdays on
that kind of a sketch as soon as I see it.
Nature Is llke a bird—-if you want to sur-
prise her you must let go both barrels
when she rises; if you miss her at your first
ghot you will never have another chance—
pot at that particular bird.”

There is a plentiful sprinkling of wit and
fun and youthful spirits through the story,
and one gets from it many fascinating
gllmpses of New York's artistic Bohemia,
which, while perhaps not as lax as the one
described by Murger, is not a whit less in-
teresting. It is in this Bohemia, innocent
almost as childhood and full as joyous,
with its McFudd’'s brass band, frolics in
Mrs. Teetum's attic and other spontaneous
gayeties, that Oliver Horn meets Margaret

#Grant, about whom so much of the interest

.

of the book clusters. But care must be
taken in mentioning these things, lest more
than a hint of the charming plot be al-
Jowed to escape, and thereby mar the
reader's enjoyment. It is safe to say that
Mr. Smith has never done anything better
than “Oliver Horn." New York: Charles
Bcribner's Sons. B

THE MASTER OF APPLEBY,

There are novels without number dealing
with events of the revolution, but their
scenes are laid almost without exception
either In New England—with an occasional
excursion Into New York and New Jersey—
or In Virginia. The Carolinas played an
fmportant part in that momentous con-
fliet between the British and the American
golonists, but for some reason the writers of
Yomance have passed that part by. It has
remained for Fraacis Lynde to realize the
possibilities In this field and to produce a
work of fiction which has in it the atmos-
phere and spirit of that old time and yet
i In no way an echo of revolutionary
novels that have gone before. Roger Ireton,
a leading character, who tells the story in
the first person, has been something of a
soldler of fortune In English and German
armies, and returns to Carolina to find his
father hanged as a rebel and his estate
confiscated. The colony I8 at this time in
possession of the British, and Ireton risks
his freedom, if not his life, in coming Into
the region, the natural supposition being
that he will espouse the cause for which
his father died. He fulfills this expectation
by joining the patriot militla under Ruther-
ford. but not until he has had various live-
)y adventures. He makes the acquaintance
of Gilbert Stair, the man who has usurped
his own place as “master of Appleby' ' —
Appleby being the name of the estate that
had belonged to Ireton’s father. Stair is a
scheming rascal, who endeavors to curry
favor both with the British and the colonial
Jeaders. He has a beautiful daughter, who,
though a Tory In her sympathies, inherita
none of her father's cowardly qualities.
Jreton falls in jove with her. So, also, does
his friend and companion, Richard Jennli-
fer, & patriot and owner of a neighboring

ertate, Anocther suitor for her hand is Sir
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Francis Fualconnet, a British officer with
whom Ireton has once quarreled in Eng-
land. With this falr lady as a center of
interest, with battles and rumors of bat-
tles, with Intrigues on the part of Torles,
with traps lald for the capture of suspected
rebels, with plots and counter-plots, dar-
ing risks and narrow escapes, there is con-
stant excitement and occupation for all
concerned. While Cornwallis and Tarleton,
Tyhre and Rutherford figure here and
there, the chief happenings have to do with
the fortunes of the persons first men-
tioned, and a spirited tale they make. There
are actlon and “go"” in the story from the
first page to the last—a sort of breathless
interest. Its literary style is very good,
and the book can be commended as one
providing what most novel readers seek

first, genuine entertainment. The Bowen-
Merrill Company.

*
HENRY JAMES'S “THE WINGS OF

THE DOVE.™

The most recent product of Henry James's
unique, subtle and serene power of psycho-
logical analysis and equable literary skill
Is a novel entitled “The Wings of the
Dove." The “dove" (s a young woman
named Milly Theale, who in a succession
cruelly rapid is deprived of the members
of her family by death and is left alone
with an immense fortune. Sad and timid
she faces the world, hoping that it shall
be given to her in some degree to enjoy
life, doubtfully expectant and delicately
susceptible,. A Mrs, Susan Stringham, of
Boston, after having been for a few weeks
a guest at Milly's home In New York, is
persuaded to accompany her on a journey
to Europe, to which Milly looks for in-
terests that shall stimulaté and develop
her vitality. Mrs. Stringhamn s trust-
worthy, comfortable and refined—the au-
thor of many stories of “New England
life"—and as she and Milly start upon their
adventures the prospect is easy and happy.
After some traveling in southern Europe,
during which the spectator is satisfied of
Mrs. Stringham's lack of comprehension of
Milly's trouble and the impossibility of her
being a prop to the girl balancing on the
edge of the dark abyss, the two go to
London to visit a Mrs. Lowder, who was a
schoolmate of Mrs. Stringham’s on the con-
tinent in their youth.

Mrs. Lowder is a wealthy, healthy, large
matron engaged In presiding over the af-
fairs of a circle of idlers, principal among
whom s her nlece, Kate Croy, who is, with
her aunt's disapproval, In love with a
newspaper writer of no means, Merton
Densher. Mrs. Lowder has refused to
countenance this attraction for the reason
that it is an essential part of her concep-
tion of beauty that her niece shall be mat-
ed to a man of importance. Therefore the
young persons have had to give her to un-
derstand that they accede to |Ther
plan in order that they may
meet, as friends, in Mrs. Lowd-
er's house, which is Kate's home. Kate
is handsome, strong and shrewd, and when
Milly Theale comes into her view she ap-
preciates the chance, for Densher and her-
self, contained in the American girl. S8he
encourages Densher, who is not so clever,
to cultivate the friendship of Mlilly, mean-
ing that through her he may, In some future
contingency, be enabled to reach a place
where he can command Mrs. Lowder's re-
spect as a4 matrimonial proposition. This
policy Densher weakly, hesitatingly and in
part ignorantly, pursues. Milly thinks that
he Is in love with Kate, but that Kate
does not care for him, and as the evolution
of circumstances, directed by Kate, per-
suades Milly that Densher has given Kate
up, she permits herself to slip Into love
for him. Now Densher has arrived at the
point where he clearly sees the plan: Milly
is going to die before long, and if before
her death he shall have been married to
her he will have money and freedom with
Kate. But it is all changed by a man who
has been declined by Milly and who reveals
to her the trachery of her friends; she
“turns her face to the wall,” leaving by
bequest a large part of her fortune to
Densher. Here is revenge, for Densher is
inspired to rebellion and announces to Kate
that he will refuse to accept the legacy
and will make her his wife, or he will give
her Milly’s money and leave her forever.
Kate's answer is a demand for his word of
honor that he is not in love with Milly's
memory. To this he says:

“Oh—her memory!"

“Ah'"—she made a high gesture—*‘don’t
epeak of it as if you couldn’'t be. I could,
in your place, and your'e one for whom it
will do. Her memory's your love. You
want no other?”’

He heard her out in stillness, watching
her face, but not moving. Then he only
sald: "I'll marry you, mind you, in an
hour."

“As we were?"

“As we were."”

But she turned to the door and her head-
thake was now the end. *“We shall never
again be as we were!"

It is a tragedy of the selfish inutility of
highly developed conventional life. The
personages, with the exception of Milly, the
feeble Mrs. Stringham and the awkward
Densher, are all trying to *“work” each
other. Kate acts according to her train-
ing, urged on by a real love for Densher.
That she does intensely love him she ex-
hibits In giving herself to him when he
demands this as a proof of her sincerity
in the enterprise against Milly. Without
this, he declares to her, he will throw up
the whole business. So she secretly goes
to him in his apartment on one of the
days of the time they are actively engaged
in the pursuit of Milly's fortune. Densher,
having been reared in sounder conditions
than Kate, Is not able to stand the crim-
inality of thelr proceeding against their
helpless friend, and his feeling for coldly
calculating Kate drops so far as to de-
stroy their partnership. Yet they have had
every advantage. Mrs. Lowder has helped
them, because she wishes to put Densher
off on Milly; Mrs. Stringham has helped
them, because she, poor thing, sees Milly's
attraction to Densher as a source of
strength for the girl; the soclal system
helps them, because it Is compounded of
short-sighted convenlences—but, implac-
ably, nature settles it, almost (so plainly
is the matter put), mathematically.

The wretched actuality is made ont with
entire plausibility by the author; he pre-
sents every connection between the inci-
dents with marvelous accuracy of detail
and cool, patient determination. There Is
absolutely no escape from the facts. The
wonder of the work !s that the author has
been able to withdraw so far from the
activities he describes, for he observes them
from such a distance as to have an exact
perspective, It Is a “case” with which he
is engaged, though he presents his report in
the form of imagery Instead of as a treatise.
The author's principle,
pressed in his essays, is to commit no com-
promise with superficial and eonventional
rule, and from this viewpoint it {s his prac-
tice to examine the affairs of men and  de-
liberately to write of them. Dissatisfaction
arises with his method from the fact that
he is not positively a figure in his con-
ception. In the novel here reviewed no char-
acter is competent, each is a blunderer,
ideality Is to be deduced and is not offered,
and even in Milly no appeal to sympathy iIs
made. The author seems entirely con-
cerned with his reader’s Intellect and in-
spires it to take a position near his own de-
tached place and view human Incidents
with his own aristocratic restraint. From
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as directly ex- |

FROM THE DRAWING BY HARRISON FISHER

“FRANCEZKA™

Miss Seawall’s novel, “Francezka,” from which the above {llustration is taken, and
which was recently reviewed in the Journal, is a story of the time of Louis XV, and in
its pages are to be had glimpses of Voltaire and the famous actress Adrienne Leconvienr,
as well as of a long list of interesting characters, historical and otherwise.
a stately pageant as they pass. The tale Is distinguished by a literary finish notcommon
in current fictlon and by an unusual situation leading up to the elimax.

They make

end to end of the two volumes of the novel
the description of scenes and incidents is
fine and delightful, refreshing the mind and
sharpening the wit in the perusal. The book
is not one to be read in a hurry; it is a
great and enduring work and demands the
respect and thougutfulness of the reader.
The publishers are the Seribners. H. L.

-
OUR LADY OF THE BEECHES.

This story, which ran during the summer
as a serial in the Atlantic Monthly, is now
published in book form by Houghton,
Mifllin & Co., of Boston. The first appear-
ance of the story in the Atlantic is an un-
questionable guaranty of {its literary ex-
cellence. It is original in form, cleverly
written, and treats a delicate theme deftly
and with the light touch of a feminine
hand. The author, Baroness von Hulton, is
an American woman who married a Ger-
man nobleman, and who has seen a good
deal of the world on both sides of the At-
lantic. She casts the heroine of her story
in the same mold. The rather odd title of
“Our Lady of the Beeches' is derived from
the fact that the story opens with a letter
written by the heroine and dated “In a
Beech Forest,” somewhere in Europe. The
letter is addressed to an unknown Amer-
ican, a scientist, and author of a meta-
physical work by which the writer con-
fesses herself to have been wonderfully
impressed, and for whom she develops a
remarkable affinity. Her first letter to the
unknown begins, “My Dear Pessimist,” and
is written in a bantering, feminine style.
She says: “I have read your book through
three times; my copy has grown very
shabby; the covers are stalned—I drooped
it in a brook; the margins are covered with
pencil notes. In a word, I love the book.”
The first letter is one of Platonic admira-
tion for the unknown author, but it in-
vites a reply, and, without giving the
writer's name, gives an address in Paris by
which she may be reached. Of course, the
unknown author answers the letter written
in a beech wood, and there follows a cor-
respondence, which grows more and more
personal and less and less Platonic on both
sides. The woman jis twenty-nine Yyears
old and the wife of a man whom she re-
spects but does not love. The party of
the second part, the author of the book
which has so interested her, is an Amer-
jcan doctor, a bachelor, and forty years
old. Both of them are too old for any but
a serious flirtation, and one of them Is
handicapped by marriage. As the corre-
spondence proceeds and grows warmer,
they try to guess at each other’'s person-
alities, appearance and characters, and this
draws them closer together. At first thelr
letters are not signed at all, but later each
signs her or his initials, and finally they
learn each other's names. So the corre-
spondence coutinues till guite an interest
is worked up in the mind of the reader as
to whether it will end in a divorce, an
elopement, or what., The correspondence
goes on about a year, when finally, through
some rather awkward w.achinery, it comes
to pass that the young wife comes to Amer-
jca and meets her unknown correspondent,
She seems rather to seek the meeting, per-
haps to gratify a woman's curiosity. Some
sentimental passages follow, with some
warm declarations of love on one side and
confessions on the other, and then they go
apart. There is no elopement or divorce,
The ending of the story is suggestive of a
atorm that blows over. The correspondence
between the two principals is clever and
witty, the woman's letters being the bet-
ter of the two, as a bright woman's letters
always are better than those of a man; but
beyond this the story is somewhat lacking
in body. The plot, in so far as there is
any, drifts, and all the characters except
the two principals seem to be supernumer-
aries. The heroine of the story impresses
one as clever but rather frivolous. To
many readers the theme will be found dis-
agreeable, but the story will please read-
ors who take laxer views of what a wom-
an's conduct should be, and all who read it
must admit that the material is cleverly
handled.

*
THE INEVITABLE.

Roger Gordon, an American youth, at the
beginning of a splendid musical career,
finds the mystery and obscurity surround-
ing his birth to resolve themselves into the
taint of negro blood. The knowledge is
overwhelming. Rather than bring disgrace
upon future generations, he renounces mar-
riage with a beautiful English girl, for
whom, wher they were both mere chil-
dren, he had concelved a reciprocated and
undying passion. He also abandons his
carcer and cuts himself off from tempta-
tion by retiring to Liberia. The subject is
disagreeable, but the extreme nailvete of
the author renders “The Inevitable” di-
verting rather than tragic. The story opens
somewhat hysterically with a mob eplsode
in Missouri. Even In Missouri, where the
writer is evidently at home, the detalls of
the life are handled more or less vaguely.

The scene shifts thence to an unreal Lon-
don, and later to an even more unreal and
shadowy New York. In fact, inexperience
and lack of knowledge at first hand are
written large throughout the book. The
dialogue Is crude and dull in the extreme,
and although it is a novel of manners and
morals, it makes little headway in the de-
velopment of either. The most clearly-
drawn personality is perhaps that of Co-
lossus, but he is, unfortunately, something
quite aslde and accidental. In Liberia as
“The Inevitable'' the author fails to mark
finality. A great musical composer, of es-
tablished reputation, might with the sudden
curge of race upon him seek, on Impulse,
to bury his grief and sprrow in the wilds
of an African colony, but surely he would
think better of it in time and would hasten
to retrieve the error. In spite of Its raw-
ness and ultra romantic point of view, the
story moves along with some spirit. There
is a certain freedom of emotional expres-
sion which holds the attention and sug-
gests a real, although unmatured, gift on
the part of the author, Philip Verrill
Mighels. The J. B. Lippincott Company,
Philadelphia.

s
CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE.

This much-talked-of story by ‘“‘Mary
Adams” has been already commented on
in the Journal's editorial page, but it may
be added here that those who read it when
it was running as a serial in the Century
Magazine will be even more forcibly im-
pressed with its hysterical quality on read-
ing in the more connected book form. The
“confessions” are those of a woman whose
only conception of love is one
involving the selfish absorption of
the loved one's time and at-
tention; it is the love which demands from
its object constant expression; it is a love
entirely lacking in the spiritual quality.
Even at the last, when the wandering hus-
band returns and the wife has learned to
subdue her emotions somewhat and has
discovered that life can be lived even
though “Dana’ is a broken reed—even then
her thoughts are of herself and her own
feelings. She poses before herself. The
character of the wife as it is drawn in
the book fairly well represents a class of
nervous, ill-balanced, self-conscious wom-
en, but fortunately it is not typical of the
vast majority else marriage would
indeed be a fallure. There 18 per-
haps a moral in the "confessions,” but it
is a story to irritate a healthy-minded
reader. The Century Company, New York.
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A SONG OF A SINGLE NOTE.

Again Mrs. Amelia E. Barr has written a
story of New York during the revolution.
She says specifically that this Is a love
story, not a tale of war, and the reader will
add that it is a truly charming one. Her
“Bow of Orange Ribbon”™ iIs a novel not
to be excelled among its kind. As in that
story, the heroine of this one loves and Is
loved by a young English nobleman, who is
in New York with General Clinton during
the time of the British occupation. Maria
Semple is a beauty and more or less of
a coyuette, flaunting her pretty clothes
and coquettish wiles allke on American,
Englishman and Scotchman. And thereby
hangs the tale. A note thrown by the Amer-
ican to her is ecaptured by the Scotchman,
who thinks he smells a traltor, and brings
all pretty Maria's little flirtations about
her ears in a sad state of wreck; from this
the gallant Englishman, Lord Medway,
offers to disentangle her, provided she will
marry him, which she does. The story
is too attractive to spoll by a premature
telling, and it is heartily recommended (to-
gether with the two others of the series,
“A Bow of Orange Ribbon'" and ““The Maid
of Maiden Lane,” as a good readable, ro-
mantic love story. Published by Dodd,

Mead & Co., New York.
’_

THE INSANE ROOT.

“The Insane Root” is a story written by
Mrs. Campbell Praed, and published by the
Funk & Wagnalls Company. In this ro-
mance Mrs. Praed has adopted the Dr,
Jekyl and Mr. Hyde idea of a dual exist-
ence and has portrayed with considerable
strength the conflict between the two
widely differing natures of the hero. The
plot is based on the eastern legend of the
power of the mandrake root, which en-
ables its possessor to quit his own body
and take possession of that of another
man’'s. If one considers the novel as a
story, the machinery of magic by which
the situation is obtained is strained and
all the Incidents overdrawn. On the other
hand, considered as an allegory of life, the
struggle Is limited and Insufficient, con-
fined to but one phase of the man's charac-
ter. The style is intense and holds the
reader’'s attention. Some of the scenes, es-
pecially those in Algeria, rise above the
book's level, and are vivid and dramatic,
The treatment of the theme suggests Bul-
wer's “Strange Story” In its welrdness,
but differs from it in the author's evident

serious allegorical purpose. Bulwer and
Stevenson could adequately treat mysteri-
ous themes, but in reading *‘The Insane
Root” the reader feels that the author has
attempted to deal with a subject beyond

her powers.
_‘

THE BANNER OF BLUE.

Mr. 8. R. Crockett, the well-known writer
of Scottish stories, among which *“The
Stickit Minister"” probably holds first place,
though “The Black Douglas,” *The Fire-
brand”™ and others are equally well known,
has just written a new novel which Me-
Clure, Phillips & Co. publish. “The Ban-
ner of Blue” has been truly called a mod-
ern version of the story of the Prodigal
Son, with the important omission of envy
and soreness on the part of the stay-at-
home brother, who, on the contrary, will-
ingly gives his all to pay the debts of the
elder brother, doing his best to uphold
the honor of the family, which the unjust
father considers to be altogether centered
in his heir, while his injustice to his
younger son is little short of damnable.
The Lord of Gower had two sons, Rupert
and John. Upon the elder he lavished
every atom of his affection and all of his
money, to the utter undoing of this fas-
cinating, wungrateful, handsome scamp,
while the younger son, John, by no means
behind his brother in looks, and far ahead
of him in mind and morals, is made a sac-
rifice to save Rupert. Even his patrimony,
left in his father’'s trust since his mother’'s
death, is secretly thrown as a sop to satisfy
the importunate demands of creditors,
Against the somber religious background
of the time of the split between church and
state in the early part of the last century,
when the Dissenters took away apart, suf-
fering hardly less for their bellef and con-
vietions than did the martyrs of the Refor-
mation—amid this dark setting of the dis-
ruption period Mr. Crockett paints the
love stories of Kate and Fairlie Glenden-
ning in a masterly way. These two girls
s0 unlike, the elder apparently so firm and
stable, the younger so happily, lightsomely
gay, change places when love enters their
lives, Fairlie then becoming a very rock of
refuge and help to the unfortunate older
girl, who seems deprived of all will-power
after Rupert has stolen her heart. Falr-
lie, on the other hand, is uplifted and glori-
fied by her love for John, whose suffer-
ings for the sake of his little flock of fol-
lowers, after he has declared his bellefs
and convictions to be with the new faction,
and has given up the manse and the Kkirk
of his first pastorate, wring her heart. The
description of the services held by John
Glendinning, first in an old gravel pit,
forced from there to an unused quarry, and
finally driven by his relentless father (rep-
resentative of state against the new sect)
to the very beach itself, gives the reader
some idea to what straits this people were
pushed to find a place to worship God ac-
cording to their consciences. There is a
vividness of personality, a reality, in Mr.
Crockett’s characterizations not often to be
found In stories more or less cumbered
with a subtle sense of humor which pleas-
antly lightens the somber bigotry of such
rock-bound characters as the almost fa-
natical father of the girls, David Glen-
dinning, and the arrogant pride of his

cousin, Lord of Gower.
-

ON FORTUNE'S ROAD.

Here is another of those books by ex-
newspaper writers, with which the fiction
output of 1%2 so freely abounds, and its
merit is such that the reader does not
need to be told that it is not Mr. Payne's
first work. Two other books bearing the
name of Will Payne as author have al-

ready appeared, “The Story of Eva" and |

“The Money Captain.” From the titles and
subject-matter of “The Money Captain"
and this latest book “On Fortune's Road,”
one might conclude that the author had
served an apprenticeship as financial re-
porter or editor of a modern newspaper.
This is probably true, and, If so, Mr.
Payne is to be congratulated on posses-
sion of a literary style more interesting
than that usually exhibited In newspaper
accounts of financial movements. His lat-
est book Isg a collection of short stories,
dealing with wvarious phases of financial
life in Chicago. Each story is provided
with a good plot, a set of well-executed
character sketches and a fine climax,
clothed and ornamented with excellent
English. “In the Panic" gives an admira-
ble picture of the strenuous life about a
savings banks when the financial atmos-
phere is heavily clouded. "A Day in Wheat"
takes the reader into the midst of the vor-
tex of the trading room where fortunes
literally strike fire in the violence of their
passage to and fro from “shorts” to
“longs" or vice versa. What it means to
A community to see the menace of an ap-
proaching trust, reaching greedily to ab-
sorb its little all-nourishing industry, is
vividly described in “The Plant at High
Grove." “The Chairman's Politics" clever-
ly intermingles municipal and State politi-
cal intrigue with the soulless stratagems of
the stock market, and, true to life, leaves
the bad man unwhipt of justice. The
author rises to his best height in the last
story, “The End of the Deal.”” There are
two other excellent stories In the collec-
tion, *“The 8Salt Crowd's Trade'" and *““The
Lame Boy,” the latter, perhaps, being more
of a bit of striking character drawing than
story. All in all, “On Fortune’s Road" is
of a grade of excellence to make one look
forward to the author's next work. Mec-
Clurg & Co., Chicago;

A STORY BY CONRAD.

Those who have read Joseph Conrad's
“Lord Jim,” “Children of the Se¢a,” or that
wonderful short story, “Youth,” will nat-
urally look for another tale of the sea
when they hear of a new book by this au-
thor. Most assuredly *“Typhoon,” his
latest tale, is of that order, It is a story
of 20 pages and all of them are required
in which to tell of a storm in
the South seas, a tremendous storm in
which the winds and waters did thelr worst
for three days to Captain MacWhirr's
seaworthy steamship, the Nan-Shan, but
failed to take it to the bottom. It was no
skill of the simple-minded, {ll-equipped
captain that saved it, but in the end he
got great credit. Also hls method of treat-
ing the Chinamen on board was not that
of a wise man, but it turned out to be a
successful way. There is much in the tale
that is too technical for the unnautical per-
son to comprehend, but the rush and sweep
and terror of the gale are portrayed there
with a vividness that no one can miss, and
the reader turns the pages with a sensa-
tion of breathlessness. BSurely Mr. Con-
rad knows the sea in all its moods and
knows well how to write of it. *“Typhoon”
is a thrilling tale. G. P. Putnam’'s Sons,

publishers.
-

THE HOLE IN THE WALL,

Arthur Morrison has written several in-
teresting stories of the slums of London.
His “Tales of Mean Strezts" and “A Child
of the Jago™ shows he has studied closely
the people who live by hook or erook in
those sections of the great metropolis which
are shunned by respectable citizens. Mr.

Morrison’s latest book, “The Hole in the |

Wall,” is of the same character as his
earlier works. All the emotions and pas-
gions, good and bad, that influence man
and woman are portrayed, but the scene of
the narrative is such that the bad predom-
inates, The two principal characters are
Grandfather Nat Kemp and his nephew
Stephen. Grandfather Nat is the keeper
of a “fence,” whose “Hole In the Wall"—a
groggery—is a “blind” for his other busi-

.

FORTIETH THOUSAND

Donovan Pasha

and
Some People

of Eqypt

By

Gilbert Parker

With Colored Frontispiece
BY

R. TALBOT KELLY

Cloth. S1.50
Giltr Top.

I12mo,

I anything were wanting to prove that Gil-
bert Parker has won & place among the strong-
est of living English-writing novelisis this
1atest book which the suthor of ““The Seats of
the Mighty™ and “The Bight of Way™ offers
would supply she prool.

—ust. Lowis Globe- Demoerat.

ONE OF THE MOST INTERESTING AUTOBIOGRAFPHIES
PUBLISHED

George ' Francis Train's Autobiography

MY LIFE IN MANY STATES
AND IN FOREIGN LANDS

By GEORGE FRANCIS TRAIN

Mustrated. 12mo.

Written in the Mills Hotel in his seventy-fourth year.
Cloth, $1.25 net; postage, 12 cents additional.

This volume is certain to prove one of the most interesling autobiographies pub-
lished during the past quarter of a century. There have been few events in the
history of the country during Citizen Train's lifetime in which he has not had some
active interest or personally taken some part. His experiences were s0 numerous that

it has been a great difficulty to condense his narrative into convenient limits for a
single volume.

APPLETON'S BUSINESS SERIES

FUNDS AND THEIR USES

A treatise on Instruments, Methods and Institutions in Modern Finance. By
Dr. F. A. CLEVELAND, of the University of Pennsylvania. lllustrated.
12mo. Cloth, $1.25 net; postage, 12 cents additional.

In these days of colossal monetary expenditures, the manipulation of private
financial enterprises has become a science in itself. Dr. Cleveland has gone exhaust-
ively into the subject, and the results of his study are systematically set forth. The
literature on the subject is decidedly meager, and Dr. Cleveland’s addition can be wel-
comed as an authoritativé volume in this branch of economic science.

SOCIAL NEW YORK UNDER
THE GEORGES

1714-1776

Houses, Strests and Country Homes, with chapters on Fashions, Furniture, China,
Plate and Manners. By Esther Singleton, author of ‘“The Furniture of Our Fore-

fathers.”” Profusely illustrated. Royal octave. $5.00 net; postage, 30 cents addi-
tional.

THE SEA LADY

By H. G. Wells, author of “The War of the Worlds,” etc.
12mo. Cloth, $1.50.

a clever conceit c!everlj; worked out with just enough of mys-
it, while under the jest of it there is a meaning."—Defroif

lustrated.

“Very good fun,
tery and aloofness about
Free Press.

THOSE DELIGHTFUL
AMERICANS

By Mrs. Everard Coles (Sara Jeannette
Duncan,) author of *‘A Social
ure,” etc. 12mo. Cloth, $1.50.

“A delightful book."'—New York World.

A BAYARD FROM
BENGAL

By F. Ansfey, author of ‘“Vice-Versa,"
““The Brass Bottle,”" etc. With eight
illustrations by Bernard Partridge. 12

Cloth, $1.25.

THE HOUSEWIVES OF
EDENRISE

12mo. Cloth,

By Florence Popham,
$1.50.

A distinctly original book of clever
satire.

THE TALK OF THE

TOWN

By Eliza Armstrong Bengough, (Novel-
ettes de Luxe series.) 16mo. Gilt
top. $1.25.

An intensely real story of the well-to-do
working classes in a large American
town.

THE KING'S AGENT

By Arthur Paterson, author of ““The Gospel
Writ in Steel.” 12mo. Cloth, $1.50.

A strong, powerful story of sparkling

dialogue and dramatic interest.

m°|

UP FROM.GEORGIA

A volume of poems by Frank L. Stanfon,
auther of “Songs of the Soil.™ 16me.
loth, gilt top, uncut, $1.20 net; post-

age 12 cents additional.

THE. HOUSE UNDER
THE SEA

By Max Pemberfon, author of “Footsteps
of a Throne, ete. [llustrated, 12mo.
Cloth, $1.50.

THE STORY OF THE
TRAPPER

By A. C. laut, author of ‘“Heralds of
Empire.” lliustrated by Hemment.
(The Story of the West series. Edited
by Ripley Hitchcock.) Illlustrated.
12mo. Cloth, $1,25 net; postage 12
cents additional.

THE ETERNAL CITY

By Hall Caine, author of ““The Christian,"
“The Manxman,” “The Deemster,"
12mo. Cloth, $1.50.

“An exciting novel."'—Newark Call.

DAVID HARUM

100th edition of the most famous Ameri-
can novel. Total to date, 666,000,
Special illustrated Souvenir Edition.
Hlustrated. 12meo. Cloth, $1.50.

D. APPLETON AND COMPANY

NEW YORK CHICAGO

ete.




